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set at irregular angles, with all manner of queer tackle on top, mottled with dark, sharp shadows, and here and there the white minarets of the mosques rising vividly against a background of pale blue mountains. Except in one quarter, where some modern hand has been at work with white and yellow wash, it is all the pale brown of baked Indian mud, with occasionally a touch of red where a stiffening of brick has been introduced. The material looks flimsy, yet it stands well against rainstorm and earthquake, and there are narrow streets in which the houses rise to seven or eight stories of richly carved wooden fronts, and all but meet overhead. Except that the bottom is dry, walking in these is like being in a very narrow side-canal in Venice, with a smell to match. Walking anywhere is a perpetual jostling, and, if you stop to buy, you are surrounded by a crowd which watches your efforts to bargain in an unknown tongue with a lively